202     THE MEMOIRS OF THE BARON DE MARBOT
But subsequent events having delayed the construction of the monument destined for General Morland, the barrel in which he had been placed was still standing in one of the rooms of the School of Medicine when Napoleon lost the Empire in 1814. Not long afterwards the barrel broke through decay, and people were much surprised to find that the rum had made the general's moustaches grow to such an                    I
extraordinary extent that they fell below his waist.     The                    *
corpse was in perfect preservation, but, in order to get possession of it, the family was obliged to bring an action                    ; against some scientific man who had made a curiosity of it. Cultivate the love of glory and go and get killed, to let some oaf of a naturalist set you up in his library between a rhinoceros horn and a stuffed crocodile!
I did not receive any wound at the battle of Austerlitz, though I was often in a very exposed position; notably at the time of the cavalry melee on the Pratzen plateau. The Emperor had sent me with orders to General Rapp, whom I                    «
succeeded with great difficulty in reaching in the middle-of that terrible hurly-burly of slaughterers and slaughtered. My horse came in contact with that of one of the Noble Guard, and our sabres were on the point of crossing, when                    j
we were forced apart by the combatants, and I got off with                     I
a severe contusion.    But the next day I incurred a much                    \
greater   danger of a very different  kind  from  those with                    {
which one ordinarily meets on the field of battle.    It hap-                     j
pened in this way.    On the morning of the 3rd, the Em-                    ^
peror mounted and rode round the different positions where                    /
the  fights  of the  day  before  had  taken  place.     Having                    /
reached the  shores  of  the  Satschan lake,  Napoleon  dis-                    '
mounted, and was chatting with several marshals round a                    |
camp fire, when he saw floating a hundred yards from the embankment a large isolated ice floe, on which was stretched a poor Russian non-commissioned officer with a decoration. The poor fellow could not help himself, having got a bullet through his thigh, and his blood had stained the ice floe which supported him. It was a horrible sight. Seeing a numerous staff surrounded by guards, the man judged thatuld swim. Men and horses struggled in the
